164                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
Lieutenant Pobog came down from Command 2/4, from Tamfca Street I greeted him eagerly, hoping that he was bringing e\acuation orders for civilians. But Pobog shook his head in the negative.
"There is no place in the entire city to which we could evacuate the civilians from here," he said. "All the roads to the center of the city are blocked by troop movements. Reinforcements are being sent to the Czerniakow sector, where the German attacks ha\e grown violent. On Krakowskie Przedmiescie there is heavy fighting, too, nght above the Holy Cross Church The Germans brought their tanks into action there, herding before them as a shield the civilians they had rounded up in Bednarska Street*
I went to the cellar where Zofia was resting on her mattress* She had not noticed my approach. Her eyes were wide open, and quiet tears were streaming down her face. Except for these tears, there were no traces of emotion or despair on her face. As soon as she became aware of my arrival, she sat up and fumbled for her shoes
"Are there any new wounded?" she asked.
*No But there is bad news. Well either have to withdraw from hare or else,. .**
"WeD* Fm BO* going anywhere," Zofia said steadily. *My mother is old and ill; she cannot walk, and I cannot possibly leave her alone/*
*"What do you plan to do then? You surely could not let your mother go to Pruszkow Camp. She would never survive there. And if you remain here when it's all over, you wdl both fall into German hands/*
Zofia was silent for a long minute. Titen she looked mound the crowded cellar, which resembled a red-brick tomb. A few tiny candies were burning in some comers. Beyond tbeir small flames, the cellar was a mass of dark shsu&aws of people littering the floor.
Zofia looked at the inhabitants of the stuffy cellar. Then